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Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: | don't own the people in this story and | do not intend to offend anyone of make money off of it. 
I's purely for enjoyment. 


Lars awakes to a mild pounding in his head and sunlight filtering through the curtains. He screws his eyes shut; 
the air is too cool, the sun too pleasant and warm on his skin and he's too comfortable to get up just yet, not 


for anything. He's on vacation, goddammit, he deserves to sleep in until whatever time if he so wishes to. 

He sighs and wiggles around in the covers, ready to fall back asleep, and only then is he suddenly aware that 
there's an arm slung about his waist and a leg, a very naked leg, thrown atop his. He scoots a bit backwards 
and his back comes into contact with an equally naked, flat chest. Which makes him realize that he himself is 
also naked. 


And also that he has no idea just to whom this naked arm, leg and chest belong. 


What the fuck? 


Okay, so he got drunk and got laid, hopefully in that order, last night. He doesn't do drunken hookups, though. 
Like, okay sure, he's been drunk a few times before, but not to the extent of so blackout drunk that he can't 
fucking recount a thing. Last thing he remembers, he was dragging James off his ass and out of the hotel 
room, and they both went to that beach party- 

Oh, shit 

James. 

Where is James? 

He and James share a room (okay, actually a whole beachfront casita because Lars insisted on putting their 
money where its worth ‘cus we're rock stars now! We gotta live like kings!) and now he's really fucking alarmed 
because he can't remember what happened to James either and what if he's passed out on the beach 
somewhere right now oh god- 

Lars' frantic train of thought is halted by the arm around his waist suddenly leaving him as the person behind 
him starts to wake up and stretches. "Quit fidgetin’," a familiar, groggy voice says, and the realization hits 
Lars like a ton of bricks: he doesn't have to worry about James’ whereabouts at all but rather his sanity 


instead. 


Because James is right here. 


"What the fuh-2" 


Lars barely has time to react or even protest when James kicks him away and off the bed, literally. He lands 
on his ass, on the ground, in a mess of limbs and bedsheets, with a soft "ooph". 


"Lars!?" 

The sheer scream of terror rattles Lars' brain, worsening the hangover. Maybe if Lars just lays down on the 
floor right now and goes back to sleep, hopefully when he wakes up for the second time today all of this was 
naught but a bad dream. 

Lars sits up and props his chin on the bed He meets James’ panicked, pissed off glare. 


"Why are you naked?" James glances down at himself. "Why am / naked!?" 


Lars would've laughed at the endearingly comical sight if it was any other time. "Please tell me you were 


drunk." 


James looks like he's one word away from killing Lars, or himself, or both of them. "Tell me you were." 
"Do you remember anything?" 
"Absolutely nada" James sits up and abruptly yanks the covers up to his waist all pissed off, like he's suddenly 


aware of his own nakedness. The sight of James‘ smooth, tanned torso captures Lars's attention for a second, 


and Lars is startled by a vision from last night, of his own hands sliding across James’ shoulders and broad 


chest, and the feeling of that golden skin under his fingertips. What the hell, Ulrich? 

He kneads one eye with the heel of his palm. "Fucking wonderful" Since going back to sleep is no longer an 
option, because James looks like he would absolutely murder Lars if Lars tried to climb into bed with him still 
in it, Lars announces, "I'm gonna go take a fucking shower." 


"Can you at least cover up?" James groans as Lars starts walking towards the bathroom naked. 


"Why? There's nothing you haven't seen anyway!" Lars yelps, barely missing the pillow James throws at him. 


Lars realizes, as he turns on the shower, that he didn't have to take off his clothes before stepping in. Bit 
weird, he thinks, but that's just one little weird thing on top of an already pretty fucking weird morning. The 
water feels heavenly on his skin at least, and he closes his eyes under the stream, trying to clear his mind 
and forcing himself to not think about last night anymore. Except the latter proves to be impossible, because 
all he can see behind his lids are memories of last night, coming back to him in jerky frames. Of James’ face, 
dangerously close to his, or James’ large hands on him, or James' chest and taut stomach, or the sheets and 
the pillows around them- 


Shit. 

Lars shakes his head under the water. 

So much for a stress free vacation 

As he vigorously scrubs down his body, he suddenly notices a little red-purple splotch on his inner thigh. 
ts a hickey. 

James gave him a hickey. On his thigh. Near his cock. 

Lars wasn't even sure if they've.. fully done it before, but now, as he stares at the extremely incriminating 


hickey (not to mention the telltale ache in certain parts of his body), he knows that the second he opens his 
mouth about any of this, James will, without a doubt, kill him. 


Lars spends a long time in the shower worrying about the future of his friendship with James, and wondering 


bitterly if there's anything else that could possibly make this worse. 
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Author's Notes: 
Short update, but the next one will be extra long! And | decided | liked this title better. 


James is an unmoving pile of pissed off and confused on the bed. He mulls over his options: maybe he could 
turn on the TV, or go find the nearest vodka bottle, or go grab breakfast, or drink vodka for breakfast, or 
just good ol' fashioned yell and scream until he calms down enough to do something, anything other than sitting 
here sulking and chasing his thoughts in circles. 


What happened? How far did they go? Does he even want to know? Does Lars know? Does Lars hate him now? 
Will they ever be okay again as friends? 


Fuck.. 
Dont kid yourself, a little, totally-not-himself voice inside his head says, you know what happened. 
No, | don't, James insists. Fuck off 


Oh, yes you do. You lied to him. The voice continues on, James swears he can hear it sneering at him, if little 
evil imaginary voices could sneer. You remember, dont you? Images, jittery frames, like a celluloid dream start 
to unravel in his mind's eye again like before. Soft pale skin and green eyes, lips on his throat and hands on his 
back, low moans and whispers in his ear as he gave in to pure instinct and sought pleasure in another body. 


Yes, James. Please, James. Again, James. 
Nol 


Fuck this. James gets himself out of bed rather violently, flinging the sheets around. Lars will, for sure, once he 
finishes his oddly long shower, question him further, and he's absolutely not in the mood for it. Or maybe not, 


but whatever, James just can't face him right now. 


Nor can he just leave the room like this. He grimaces at the state of it: call him paranoid or fucking weird, but 


the clothes scattered on the floor only serve as a reminder of last night's mishaps. 
So he walks around collecting them all. Under one of the shirts - Lars‘ shirt, but James tries to ignore the 
fact - he finds a big piece of yellow laminated paper that he doesn't recognize. He makes the mistake of 


reading it. 


The edges of the paper crinkle in his shaking palms. 


Fucking hell, is he shit fucking out of luck today. 


Because according to the City of Nassau, they were married. 


